His Wife's

Intermissions
Philip Damon "You know there's one thing I've always had this fear of," he confessed to his wife. She offered no answer but he went on anyway. "All my life I've been afraid that people were following me."
He glanced into the rearview mirror to assess her response, but the persistent headlights of the policeman on his tail distracted him. "Ill just follow you for awhile," the policeman had said. "Then I'll decide what to do about you." Sometimes as a boy on his way home from school he had been so certain someone was following him that he had turned into alleys and run home so fast his chest had come close to exploding. Even when older, as a man, he had often felt so strongly that a particular car was on his tail that he had pulled to the side of the road and waited for it to pass and disappear from sight. And now this cop was on his tail and it was for real.
He had known this was going to be a bad day, had had a foreshadowing of it this morning, when, during his regular 9:45 bowel movement after his Victorian novel class, he had leaned over to flush the toilet and the bowl of his pipe had dropped off and been flushed away forever. It was his favorite pipe, a Peterson, and consequently his 10:30 class had been a disaster. If Alice hadn't had her heart set on going to the drive-in tonight he would have suggested they stay at home.
He despised the drive-in anyway. Thomas Hardy?his four-year-old son nes?ed now in his mother's arms in the back seat?always spent the entire movie fidget ing back and forth from front seat to back, whining and sniveling that he was hungry, or that he couldn't get comfortable, or that he couldn't see the screen from where he sat. There were always large chunks of the movie that everyone missed as a result and he could never understand why they ever went back. But they did, and Harold was forced to tolerate it, along with the intermissions. His wife's intermissions.
"Harold!" Her voice rose accusingly from the back seat. He glanced into the rearview mirror by way of an answer.
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Losing him was the farthest thing from Harold's mind. Right now his primary concern lay in trying to keep the car in the appropriate lane at a consistent legal speed. He had a tendency to swerve, he knew, as well as a marked inability to maintain a steady speed. As like as not, one moment he would be doing fifty or so Tonight was one of the bad ones. The trouble for Harold stemmed from the sexy way Alice dressed. There was just something about the clothes she selected that, when she put them on, came out sexy. She didn't act sexy. And she didn't talk sexy. The fact of the matter was that she wasn't very sexy. But whenever they went to the drive-in, and she went to the snack bar, she was a knockout. The only way Harold could explain it to his own satisfaction was that there was something chemical about the drive-in snack bar. Something in the air, the at mosphere, perhaps the popcorn smell, or the hamburgers, but whatever it was it was Alice's time to shine. In the car on the way from the drive-in he had been deciding to have a few words with her about it when they ran out of gas.
And now he was being tail-gated by a policeman. His name was Officer Carney and he was about six-two. Harold had had to look up at him when they were talking. He felt as though he was not in control of the situation. He felt, in fact, like some character out of a Hardy novel, being pursued by his fate in the form of some giant of a black-booted policeman. It was eerie.
Officer Carney continued to follow him off the freeway. Through "Night," Officer Carney said. In their bedroom Harold debated over whether to read for awhile or not. There was a new article on The Mayor of Casterbridge he had looked forward to read ing, but he decided against it. He undressed as slowly as possible, put on his pajamas, then went to the bathroom and washed his face and brushed his teeth. He had taken as long as he could without seeming to be stalling, but still his wife hadn't come to bed.
The last thing that he did before turning out the light and going to sleep was to take the ticket Officer Carney had given him, and, folding it over once, slip it carefully beneath his pillow.
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